wandering about the camp, he caught sight of a Mongol
soldier talking to a group of his comrades Burdukovski
recognized him The man had joined the division at
Dauna The officer went up to him and asked him what
he was talking about He could not understand Mongol
The soldier stood at attention and explained that he and
his friends were talking about their horses
The Russian officers do not love horses/ he said.
'They do not understand them But we Mongols love our
horses *
'All right/ said Burdukovski, fixing the man's face in
his mind's eye He found it hard to distinguish Yellows.
But he had made up his mind to get rid of this nomad
at the first opportunity
He went on Behind him the soldier's guttural voice
rose again Resuming his interrupted conversation, the
Mongol said
'We are not going to be Japanese subjects while we
are ahve, and we are not going to be Japanese spirits
when we are dead '
In the morning another detachment had disappeared
The Mongol who had joined at Dauna was among the
deserters
The officers stopped shaving, and their shaggy beards
gave them a paternal air They kept out of one another's
way Old grudges among them came to life again for no
reason Every one of them had but one thought to keep
ahve as long as possible, even though he had to denounce
somebody else
The men stopped singing, or even swearing They
talked only in low voices Their silken robes hung from
their shoulders in rags They had no idea whither they
were being led Every night the same kind of trees, the
same kind of rocks, rose round the camp fire Twenty-
eight officers guarded the division's flocks and herds
There was no more salt, no more bread, no more
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